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The comic all Hiftorie of 

To furnilTi vs •, friend Lamcelct whats the newcs. Snter Launcth 

LamceUt. And it Oral pleafe you to hreake vp this, it flial feem 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand, 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 
Is the faire hand that writ. 

Gratia. Loue, newes in faith. 

Launce. By your leaue fir. 

Loren. Whither goeft thou. 

Launc. Marry fir to bid my old Maiftcr the /ewe to fup to m\i 
with my new Maiftcr the Chriftian. 6 

Loren. Hold hecre take this, tell gentle IeJJica 
/ will not fade her, fpeake it priuatly, 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this maske to night, 

/ am prouided of a*torch-bcarcr. Exit ( Imt \ 

Sal. / marry, ile be gone about it ftraitc. 

Sol. And fo will/. 

Loren. Mcete me and gratiano at Gratianos lodging 
Some hourc hence. 

Sal. Tis good we doc fo. Exit. 

gratia. Was not that Letter from faire IeJJica. 

Loren. I mud needes tell thee all, fhe hath directed 
How I (hall take her front her Fathers houfe. 

What gold and iewels foe is furnifht with, 

What Pages fute foe hath in readines, 

Yfet e the lewe her Father come to heauen, 

Y t will be for his gentle daughters lake, 

And neuer dare misfortune erode her footc, 

Vnlefle foe doc it ynder this excufc, 

That foe is iffue to a faithleffe lewe : 

Come goe with me, pervfc this as thou goeft, 

Faire fejjiea foali be my Torch-bearer. 

Enter lewe and hi. < man that was the Clowne. 

lewe. Well, thou /halt fee, thy eves fttall be thy iudge, 

The difference of old Shyloiize and Baffianio $ 

What IeJJica, thou foalt not gurmandizc 


Exit. 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

As thou haft done with mec : what IeJJica, 
and fleepe, and fnorc, and rend apparraile out. 

Why IeJJica I (ay. 

(Jlowne. Why IeJJica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call! I doe not bid thee call 

Clow. Your vvorfoip was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Lnter IeJJica. 

IeJJica. Call you ? what is your will i 

Shy. I am bid forth to (upper IeJJica , 

There are my keyes : but wherefore foould I goe ? 

I am not bid for loue, they flatter me, 

But yet Ile goe in hate, to feede vpon 
The prodigall Chridian. IeJJica my girle, 

Sooke to my houfe, I am right loth to goe, 

There is (bme ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did drearne of money baggs to night. 

(Jlowne. I be(eech you fir goe, my young Maiftcr 
doth expefl: your reproch. 

Shy. So doe /his. 

Clowne, And they haue confpired together , I will not fay 
you foal! ice a Maske, but ifyou doe, then it was not for nothing 
that my no(e fell a bleeding on black monday laft, at fixe a docke 
it 1 morning, falling out that yeere on afowenfoay was foure vecrc 
in thartemobne. ' 


me mere masxcs i neareyou me IeJJica, 
lock vp my doorcs, and when you hcare the drumme 
and the vile fquealing of the wry-ncckt Fiffc 
camber net you vp to the cafements then 
Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete 
1 o gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifot faces : 

But flop my houfes cares, I mcane my cafements, 
let not the found of (hallow fopprie enter 
my fober houfe. By W/ftaffelfweare 
/haue no mmde of feafting forth to ni £ ht : 


D. 



